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NEWCASTLE  SONGSTER 


 — O  

AN  OLD  AND  CURIOUS  SONG 

On  \the  late  Mr.mR<  Clayton  being  made  a  %i 
Alderman,, 

Tune — "  The  Vicar  and  Moses." 

My  good  Mr.  Pun, 

I  know  you  like  fun, 
And  also  to  crack  a  good  joke  ; 

'Tis  well  known  in  the  nation, 

That  our  corporation 
Has  long  lain  under  a  cloak. 

Fal  lai  de  ral5  &c. 

But  after  your  year, 

How  strange  'twill  appear, 
(Pray  Heaven  it  prove  for  our  good,) 

To  all  the  whole  nation, 

That  our  Corporation, 
Will  then  croaeh  under  a  Hood** 

Now,  we  poor  folks, 

Who'renot  us  d  to  jokes, 
But  with  the  sweets  take  the  bitters; 

The  folks  in  our  station 

Think  our  corporation 
Has  long  been  outfitted  by  Fitters: 

*  The  late  Aloe  man  Hood. 
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Oh,  Watty!  Oh,  Watty! 

Shouldst  thou  now  see  Natty, 
And  his  clan,  how  thickly  they  lay 'ton; 

You'd  say  in  their  order, 

Mayor,  Commons,  Recorder, 
Are  all  now  outwitted  by  CI— n, 


From  the  days  of  good  Walters, 

To  his  who  makes  halters,!  btih 
Such  changes  have  here  taken  place  j 

That  from  its  high  station, 

Our  poor  Corporation  of  auH 

1  las  sunk  into  abject  disgrace. 

When  the  Alderman's  gown  uH 

Was  hawk'd  about  town, 
And  none  wou'd  be  found  for  to  lay't  oti, 

Up  stepp'd  brother  Bob,  fa  oT 

And  settled  the  job, 
And  he  was  dubb'd  Alderman  C— — n, 


Yet  think  not,  that  though  such, 

He  ll  quit  the  Town's  Hutch, 
Or  any  thing  there  let  miscarry  ; 

Still  there  he  II  give  law, 

Rule  by  his  cat's  paw, 
The  ever  obliging  old  Harxy. 

•|  Alderman  Blackett.      J  Alderman  CramJington. 


Ye  honest  electors, 
Our  faitixful  protectors, 
|  In  you  there  can  never  be  blame ; 
As  by  following  the  Mayor, 
And  supporting  the  chair. 
You  always  must  for  the  SAME, 

Ye  scum  of  the  bowl, 

In  vain  you  may  growl, 
1  ike  the  swinish  group  in  a  storm; 

Nat  will  rule  the  roast, 

And  still  make  a  boast, 
I  he  danger  lies  not  in  reform- 

A  few  copies  of  the  above  song  were  printed 
by  Mrs.  Angus  about  40  years  ago.  It  was  said 
to  have  been  written  by  the  late  Mr.  James 
Davidson,  attorney,  author  of  a  poem  entitled, 
"  Despair  in  Love,  an  Imprecatory  Prayer," 
which  was  also  printed  by  Mrs.  Angus.— The 
late  M,  W.  Ridley  resigned  his  office  of  magis- 
trate about  this  time,  observing,  that  "Clayton 
tip  slairs,  and  Clayton  down  stairs  will  never 
dr." 


NEW  SONG  FOR  BARGE-DAY,  1SSS. 

(Sung  on  board  of  the  Stewards  Boat.) 
1  c  well  may  grieve  one's  heart  full  sore. 

To  be  in  such  a  movement, 
Upon  the  river,  as  on  shore, 
I  he  rage  is  all  improvement  r 


Once  hi  the  as  grigs,  our  merriment  t 

Is  changed  to  meditation, 
flow  we  these  nh  may  circumvent 

O  what  a  corporation! 

The  Quayside  always  was  too.  big, 

As  scullers  have  attested, 
Tant  ships  that  come  with  rampant  rig, 

Against  its  sides  are  rested. 
Still  to  extended  it  in  a  tift, 

They're  making  preparation/ 
And  Sandgate  midden  is  to  shift — 

O  what  a  corporation  ! 

At  Tyne-main  once  there  was  a  caunch, 

And  famous  sport  was  found  there ; 
So  long  it  stood,  so  high  and  staunch, 

All  vessels  took  the  ground  there; 
But  somehow  it  has  crept  away, 

By  flood  or  excavation, 
And  time  there  you  need  not  delay — 

O  what  a  corporation  ! 

They  think  to  move  Bill-point,  a  spot 

So  lovely  and  romantic, 
Which  has  sent  many  ships  to  pot, 

And  set  some  seamen  frantic  ; 
Then  many  gowk  will  run  to  see 

And  stare  with  admiration, 
From  Snowdon's  Hole  to  Wincomlee — 

O  what  a  corporation  r 
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Mow  silent  once  was  Wallsend  shore,  0 

Its  dullness  was  a  wonder ; 
Now  from  the  staiths  full  waggons  pour 

Their  coals  like  distant  thunder; 
To  have  restor'd  its  wanton  peace, 

In  vain  our  supplication, 
The  trade  they  say  will  still  increase— 

O  what  a  corporation  ! 

Where  Tynemouth-bar,  I  understand, 

A  roek  from  side  to  side  is, 
How  well  would  look  a  bank  of  sand, 

Not  higher  than  the  tide  is  ; 
But  this,  it  seems,  is  not  to  be— 

In  spite  of  my  oration, 
The  Tyne  is  still  to  join  the  sea— 

O  what  a  corporation ! 

O  would  the  Tyne  but  cease  to  flow, 

Or  like  a  small  burn  bubble, 
There  would  not  be  a  barge-day  now, 

Nor  we  have  all  this  trouble ; 
But  here,  alas !  we  sailing  roam 

About  its  conservation, 
Instead  of  sleeping  safe  at  home— 

O  what  a  corporation  ! 

THE  MORAL. 
As  patriots  in  public  cause, 

We  never  once  have  swervM  yet, 


Ami  if  we  have  not  gain'd  applause, 
\ :  .::  know  we've  well  deserv'd  it  5 

Who  thinks  we  care  for  feasting,  he 
M  ast  be  a  stupid  noddy— 

We're  like  the  Herbage-committee, 
An  ill-requited  body. 

Robert  Gilchrist. 


NEWCASTLE  LANDLORDS.  1834. 

Kino  friends  and  acquaintance,  attention  I 
claim, 

While  a  few  jolly  landlords,  in  this  town,  I  name; 

tit  alphabet  order  my  song  it  is  pemvd, 

And  I  hope,  for  joke's  sake,  it  will  never  offend. 

CHORUS— Then  hey  for  good  drinking, 
It  keeps  us  from  thinking 
We  all  love  a  drop  in  our  turn. 

A  stands  for  Arrnfield,  a  good  hearty  blade, 
I  ho' he's  left  the  Nag's  Head,  still  follows  his 
trade  ;  f  ..^^Y 

At  the  foot  of  the  market  you'll  find  his  new 

shop,  '*VLdt 
Where  many  an  old  friend  still  calls  in  for  a  drop. 

/}  stands  for  Burns,  of  the  Theatre-square, 
She's  an  orderly  woman— good  drink  is  sold 
there  ; 

If  1  wanted  a  wife,  I  should  readily  choose 
This  amiable  widow  to  govern  my  house. 

C  stands  for  Cant,  sign  of  the  Blue  Bell, 
Who  keeps  a  good  house,  and  good  porter  doth 
sell  ; 


Quarrelling  and  fighting  is  there  seldom  seen — 
She's  a  canty  old  widow  but  rather  to  keen. 

D  for  Dixon,  who  once  kept  the  Unicorn— Ho! 
And  D  stands  for  Dixon,  While  Hart,  you  well 
;  X4  ^know ; 

Then  there's  Dixon,  Quayside,  just  a  little  way 
*****  down —  [town. 
Were  the  three  fatest  landlords  in  all  the  whole 

E  stands  for  Eggleton,  Fighting  Cocks9  Inn, 
Tho'  old,  took  a  young  wife,  and  thought  it  no 
sin ; 

F  for  finlay,  his  shop's  corner  of  Pudding-chair, 
And  good  wine  andspirits  you'll  always  get  there 

G  for  Gibson,  the  Blue  Posts,  in  Pilgrim-street, 
Where  a  few  jolly  souls  oft  fir  ha  mony  meet: 
H  for  Hackwortb,  in  Cowgate,Grey  Bull  is  the 
sign™ 

On!)  taste  his  good  ale,  faith  you'll  say  its  divine. 

H stands  for  Heron,  the  sign  of  the  Cock, 

H  for  Hall,  near  Nun's-gate— keeps  a  snug 

oyster  shop ; 
H  stands  for  Horn,  and  he's  done  very  weal, 
Since  he  bother'd  the  heart  of  sly  Mrs.  Neil. 

/stands for  Inns— we've  the  best  in  the  north — > 
There's  the  King's  Head,  the  Queen's  Head,  the 

George,  and  the  Turf,  fMon, 
The  Old  Crown  and  Thistle,  and  Miller's  Half 
Well  know  to  the  travelers  who  frequent  the 

town. 

f  stands  for  Kitchen,  Hell-Kitchen  'twas  namM 
And  long  for  good  ale  and  good  spree  bti§  been 
fam'd  ; 
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lii  each  parlour,  in  vestry,  or  kitchen  you'll  find 
'I  he  beer-drawer,  Mary,  obliging  and  kind. 

is  stands  for  Lark  in — he's  left  the  Black  Boy, 
Once  fam'd  for  Patlanders  and  true  Irish  joy  ; 
i  )n  Scotchwood  New  Road  a  house  he  has  ta'en 
Where  I  hope  the  old  soul  will  get  forward 
again. 

M stands  for  Mitford— he  kept  the  North  Pole, 
Jtust  over  the  Leazes — a  dull-looking  hole; 
JVow  our  favourite  poet  lives  at  the  Head  of  the 
Side—  [side. 
Here's  success  to  his  muse — long  may  she  pre- 

j\* stands  for  Newton,  sign  of  the  Dolphin, 
Who  the  old  hou    j  ull'd  down,  built  it  up  like 
an  Inn, 

They  say  he  found  gold— how  much  1  can't  tell 
Hut  never  mind  that,  he's  done  wonderful  well. 

O  stands  for  Orion — he  keeps  the  Burnt  House, 
Once  fam'd  for  the  knights  of  the  thimble  and 

goose ; 

And  O  stands  for  Ormston,  at  Pan  don — O  rare ! 
Temptation  enough  for  young  men  that  go  there. 

P  stands  for  Pace,  sign  of  the  White  Swan, 
Who,  for  to  oblige,  will  do  all  that  he  can  ; 
A  convenient  house,  when  you  your  marketing 
make,  [steak. 
To  pop  in  and  indulge  yourself  with  a  beef- 

R  stands  for  Ridley  and  Reed,  you  all  know, 
And  R  stands  for  Richardson, all  in  a  row, 
First,  Three  Tuns,  the  Sun,  and  the  Old  Rose 
and  Crown,  ("town. 
And  there  ale's  good  as  any  at  lha   Dart  of  the 
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*S  for  Sayers,  Nag's  Head,  he  keeps  good  moun- 
tain dew — 

Only  taste  it,  you'll  find  what  I  tell  you  is  true. 
*V  for  Stokoe,  wine-merchant,  foot  of  St.  John's 
Lane,  [complain, 
lor  good  stuff  and  good  measure  we'll  never 


/  for  Teasdale,  the  Phoenix,  a  house  fam'd  for 
flip,  [ship; 
7  for  Teasdale,  who  once  kept  the  sign  of  the 
And  W  for  Wylam,  a  place  more  fam'd  still, 
Sure  you  all  know  the  Custom  house  on  the 
Sandhill. 


Robin  Hood,  Dog  and  Cannon,  and  Tiger  for 
me,  [Quay ; 

I  he  Peacock  well  known  to  the  clerks  on  the 
The  Old  Beggars'  Opera  for  stowrie,  my  pet, 
Mrs.  Richardson's  was,  and  she  cannot  be  bet. 


I  here's  the  Black  Bull  and  Grev  Bull,  well 
known  to  a  few,  [too  ; 

Black,  White,  &  Grey  Horse,  &  Flying  Horse 

The  Black  House,  the  White  House,  the  Hole- 
in-the-Wall, 

And  the  Seven  Stars,  Pandon,if  you  dare  to  call 

rf  here's  the  Turk's  Head,  Nag's  Head,  and  old 
Barley  Mow,  [Dun  Cow, 

i  he  Bay  Horse,  the  Pack  Horse,  and  Teasdale's 

J  he  Ship  and  the  Keel,  the  Half  Moon,  and  the 
Sun —  [done. 

Hut  I  think,  my  good  friends,  if  is  time  to  be 


Then  each  landlord  mid  landlady,  wish  them 
success,  [do  less; 

Town  and  trade  of  the  Tyne,  too,  we  cannot 
And  let  this  be  the  toast  when  we  meet  to  regale, 
"  May  we  never  want  a  bumper  of  Newcastle 
ale."  W.  Watson. 


ST.  NICHOLAS'  CHURCH. 

O  bonny  church !  ye've  studden  lang, 

To  mence  our  canny  town  { 
But  I  believe  ye  are  sae  Strang, 

Ye  never  will  fa'  down  : 
The  architects,  wi*  a'  their  wit, 

May  say  that  ye  will  fa* ; 
But  let  them  talk— I'll  match  ye  yet 

Against  the  chuaches  a'. 

Chorus* — Of  a9  the  churches  in  our  land 
Let  them  be  e'er  sae  braw, 
Ft  Niqholas,  of  Newcastle  town 
Yet  fairly  bangs  them  a'. 

Lang  have  ye  stood  ilk  bitter  blast, 

But  langer  yet  ye'll  stand  ; 
And  ye  have  been,  for  ages  past, 

A  pattern  for  our  land: 
Your  bonny  steeple  looks  sae  grand— 

The  whole  world  speak  so'  ye, 
Feen  a'  the  crack  for  cent  ries  back, 

And  will  be  when  I  dee. 


5  J  is  true  they've  pateird  ye  all  about 

With  iron,  stone,  and  wood  ; 
Bat  let  them  patch— -I  have  a  doubts  % 

They'll  do  ye  little  good  ; 
But,  to  be  sure  its  making  work — 

There's  plenty  lives  by  ye, 
Not  only  tradesmen  and  our  clerk, 

But  the  greedy  black  coats  tee. 

Your  bonny  bells  there's  nane  excells 

In  a'  the  country  round  ; 
They  ring  so  sweet,  they  area  treat 

When  they  play  heartsome  tunes; 
A  nd  when  all's  dark,  the  people  mark 

Ye  with  our  fiery  eye, 
That  tells  the  travellers  in  the  street 

The  time  as  they  pass  by. 

0  that  King  William  wad  come  down, 
To  see  his  subjects  here, 

And  view  the  buildings  of  our  town, 
He'd  crack  o'  them,  I  swear; 

But  when  he  saw  our  canny  church, 
I  think  how  he'd  admire, 

To  see  the  arch  sprung  from  each  side 
That  bears  the  middle  spire. 

Now  to  conclude  my  little  song — 
That  simple,  vocal  theme — 

1  trust,  that  if  I've  said  aught  wrong, 

That  I  will  be  forgi'cn  ; 
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Then  lang  may  fam'd  St  Nicholas  stand 

Before  it  does  come  down, 
That  when  we  dee,  our  bairns  may  see 

The  beauties  of  our  town. 


PAGANINI  THE  FIDDLER ; 
OR  THE  PITMAN'S  FROLIC. 
Tune—"  The  Kebbuckstane  Wedding." 

Come  lay  up  yourlugs,  and  aw'll  sing  ye  a  sang, 
Its  nyen  o'  the  best,  but  its  braw  new  &  funny 

In  these  weary  times,  when  we're  not  very  tbrang, 
A  stave  cheers  wor  hearts,  tho  it  brings  us  ne 
money  ; 

Aw  left  Shiney  Raw,  for  Newcastle  did  steer, 
Wi'  three  or  four  mair  of  our  neighbouis  se 
canny. 

Determin'd  to  gan  to  the  play-house  to  hear 
The  King  o9  the  fiddlers,  the  great  Baggy 
Nanny.  Rigt  fal,  &c. 

We  reached  the  Arcade  rather  droughty  an'  sair, 
Its  a  house  full  o'  pastry-cooks,  bankers,  and 
drapers, 

At  the  line  fancy  fair  how  my  marrows  did  stare, 
On  the  muffs,  hats,  and  beavers,  se  fam'd  in 
the  papers ; 

At  Beasley's,  where  liqour's  se  cheap  &  se  prime 
A  bottle  aw  purchas'd  for  maw  sweetheart 
Fanny, 

We  drank  nowt  but  brandy — &  when  it  was  time 
We  staggered  away  to  feee  great  Bagg  y  Nanny. 
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Wegat  t'thedoor/mangthecrowd  we  did  crush, 
Half  way  up  the  stairs  I  was  carried  se  handy, 
Tfce  lassie  ahint  us  cried,  push,  hinny,  push  ; 
Till  they  squeez'd  me  as  sraa'  and  as  smart  as 
a  dandy ;  [deed, 
We  reach'd  the  stair-heed,  nearly  smuthered  in* 
The  gas  letters  glitter'd,  the  paintings  look'd 
canny, 

Aw  clapt  myscl^  down  side  a  lass  o'  reet  breed, 
Maw  hinny  says  aw,  ha'  ye  see  Baggy  Nanny. 

The  lassie  she  twitter'd,  and  look'd  rather  queer, 
And  said,  in  this  house  there  is  mony  a  dozen, 
They're  planted  so  thick,  that  there'  no  sitting 
here, 

They  smell  soconfoun'd  o'  cat  gut  and  rosm ; 
The  curtain  flew  up,  and  a  lady  did  squall, 

To  fine  music  play 'd  by  a  cockney  bit  mannie, 
Tfaenfra*  the  front  seats  1  suen  heard  my  friends  O 
bawl,  [Baggy  Nanny. 

An  outlandish  chep  suen  appeared  on  the  stage, 

And  cut  as  odd  capers  as  wor  maister's  flonkey 
He  skipp'd  and  he  fiddled  as  if  in  a  rage, 

If  he  had  but  a  tail  he  might  pass  for  a  monkey! 
Deil  smash  a  good  tune  could  this  bowdykite 
play,  [grannie, 

His  fiddle  wad  hardly  e'en  please  my  awd 
So  aw  suen  join'd  my  marrows  and  toddled  away 

And  wish'd  a  good  ueet  to  the  greet  Baggy 
Nanny. 

On  crossing  Tyne-brig— how  wor  lads  ran  the 
rig, 

At  being  se  silly  duch  out  6'  llieir  money. 
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Odd  bother  maw  wig,  had  he  play'd  us  a  jig, 
We  might  tellVl  them  at  hyem,  we'd  seen 
something  quite  funny, 
But  law  be  it  a  spoke — atid  depend  its  no  joke, 
Yen  an'  a*  did  agree  he  was  something  un- 
canny, [flee, 
Though  dark  o'er  each  tree,  he  before  us  did 
And  fiddled  us  hyem  did  the  great  Baggy 
Nanny,  R.  Emery. 


THE  HAPPY  DAYS  OF  ENGLAND. 

Tune—"  When  this  old  Cap  was  new." 

In  the  happy  days  of  England, 

Ere  she  felt  the  Tory  thrall, 
The  yeoman's  house  was  spacious, 

The  gaol  and  poor-house  small ; 
>    The  yeomen,  bold  and  manly, 

Erectly  trod  the  plain ; 
Put  in  such  men  as  Atwood, 

And  so  'twill  be  again, 

In  the  happy  days  of  England, 

Ere  sinecures  were  known, 
The  people  they  were  loyal, 

Sure  founded  was  the  throne ; 
Her  sons  were  arm  d  in  her  defence, 

Her  navies  swept  the  main  ; 
Put  in  such  men  as  Attwood, 

And  so  'twill  be  again, 


In  the  liapp)^  days  of  England, 

Ere  debt  and  corn  -bill's  came, 
The  people  were  contented, 

Nor  knew  the  pauper's  name ; 
The  labourer  brew'd  his  nut-brown  ale, 

From  unexcised  grain ;— 
Support  such  men  as  Attwood, 

And  so  'twill  be  again. 

fn  the  happy  days  of  England, 

Ere  Castlereagh  was  born, 
The  Briton  was  a  freeman, 

The  tyrant  was  his  scorn  j 
Oh  then  the  Senate-house  was  grac'd 

By  Hampden,  Pym,  and  Vane- 
Support  such  men  as  Attwood, 

And  so  'twill  be  again. 

In  the  happy  days  of  England, 

When  only  merit  rose, 
She  then  was  freedom's  ally, 

The  terror  of  its  foes. 
No  northern  Tyrant  in  those  days 

Durst  rivet  Poland's  chain  ; 
Put  in  such  men  as  Attwood, 

And  so  'twill  be  again. 

T.  Douhleday. 

This  Jen  (V Esprit  was  written  on  the  occasion 
of  the  Election  of  1832,  w  hen  the  representation 
•f  the  town  was  contested  by  Sir  M.  IV.  Ridley, 
Bart,,  John  Hodgson,  and  C.  Attwood,  Esqrs* 
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THE  OYSTER  WltE'S  PETITION. 

rwrrHifoffl 

On  the  Removal  of  the  Oyster Mih  from  the 
Quay. 

Tune— ''The  Bold  Dragon." 

Oh  !  Mister  Mayor,  it  grieves  me  sair, 

Alas  !  what  mim  aw  dee, 
Wor  Oyster-tub  is  doomed  ne  mair 

To  grace  Newcassel  kee  ! — 
Wor  bonny  lamp  that  burnt  se  breet, 

And  cheer'd  each  wintry neetse dreary, 
Is  gyen,  and  lots  o'  canny  folks 

Will  miss  it  sair  when  caw'dand  weary. 
Whack,  row  de  dow,  &c. 

Now,  for  the  sake  of  her  that's  gyen — 

Just  speak  the  charming  word — 
And  say,  that  to  wor  ancient  burth, 

Aw  suen  will  be  restor'd. — 
The  news  wor  town  wad  lectrify, 

And  gar  wor  nyem  to  live  for  ever— 
In  efter  times  yor  deeds  wad  shine, 

And  clipsethe  nyem  o*  wor  Tyne river. 
Whack,  row,  &c. 

Had  Charley  Brandling,  bliss  his  nyem, 

Been  spar'd  to  seen  this  day, 
He'd  shown  the  great  respect  he  had  o 

For  poor  awd  Madgie  Gray  ; 


Awl!  stick  until  aw\s  satisfied,  fitf — 
When  ye  look  on  this  good-like  fyece, 
Mar;  wishes  ne'er  can  be  deny'd,  sir, 
Whack,  row,  &c. 

i  rae  Summer-hill  down  to  the  Kee, 

Folks  kenn'd  poor  Madgie  weel— 
Aw's  very  sure  wor  magistrates 

For  maw  condition  feel; — 
The  cellar's  ow'r  confin'd  and  damp, 

Restore  us  to  wor  canny  station, 
And  blessings  great  will  leet  upon 

Wor  Canny  Toon  and  Corporation 
Whack,  row,  &c. 


BROOM  BUSOMS. 

i  f  ye  want  a  busom, — (besom) 

For  to  sweep  your  house, 
Come  to  me,  my  lasses, 

Ye  may  hae  your  choose. 

Buy  broom  busoms, 

Buy  them  when  they're  new, 

liny  broom  busoms, 
Better  never  grew. 

If  1  had  a  horse, 

L  would  have  a  cart  ; 
]  f  I  had  a  wife, 

She  would  take  my  part* — Buy  broom,  &r. 


Had  I  but  a  wife, 

I  care  not  wj*o  she  l>e  : 
If  she  be  a  woman, 

That's  enough  for  me. —  Buy  Broom.  &c. 

If  she  lik'd  a  drop, 

Her  and  I'd  agree; 
If  she  did  not  like  it, 

There's  the  more  for  me»— Buy  broom,  &c. 


A  SONG, 

Of  ten  siing  in  addition  to  the  above  by  the  Wtc 
Blind  Willie,  rf  Newcastle: 

Up  the  Butcher  Bank, 

And  down  Byker  Chare  ; 
There  you'il  see  the  lasses 

Selling  brown  ware.— By  broom  busoms,  &o. 

Along-  the  Quayside, 

Stop  at  Russell's  Entry  : 
There  you'll  see  the  beer-drawer, 

She'is  standing  sentry.— Buy  broom,  &c. 

If  you  want  an  oyster, 

For  to  taste  your  mouth, 
Call  at  Handy  Walker's, 

He's  a  bonny  youth. — Buy  broom,  8tc. 

Call  at  Mr.  Loggie's, 

He  does  sell  good  wine  ; 
There  you'll  see  the  beer-drawer, 

She  is  very  fine.-*-Buy  broom,  &c# 
If  you  want  an  orange. 

Ripe  and  full  of  juice  : 
Gan  to  Hannah  Black,  ' 

There  you'll  get  your  choose*— Buy,  &c; 
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Call  at  Mr.  Turners, 

At  the  Queen's  Head  ; 
He'll  not  set  you  away, 

'Without  a  piece  of  bread.— Buy  broom,-  &c. 

Down  the  river's  side, 

As  far  as  Dent's  Hole, 
There  you'll  see  the  cuckolds, 

Working  at  the  coal  —Buy  Broom,  See. 


THUMPING  LUCK. 
Air—"  Gang  nae  mair  to  yon  Town.55 
Here's  thumping  luck  to  yon  town, 

Let's  have  a  hearty  drink  upon't, 
Q  the  days  I've  spent  in  yon  town, 

My  heart  still  warms  to  think  upon't; 
For  monie  a  happy  day  I've  seen, 

With  mony  a  lass  so  kind  and  true, 
With  hearty  chields  I've  canty  been, 
And  dane'd  away  till  a'  was  blue. 

'Here's  thumping  luck,  &c. 

There's  famous  ale  in  yon  town, 

Will  make  your  lips  to  smack  again, 
And  many  a  one  leaves  yon  town, 

Oft  wishes  they  were  back  again; 
Well  shelter'd  from  the  northern  blast, 

Its  spires  and  turrets  proudly  rise, 
And  boats  and  keels  all  sailing  past, 

W  ith  coalsthat  half  the  world  supplies. 

Here's  thumping'  luek,  &c. 
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There's  native  bards  in  yon  town, 

For  wit  and  humour  seldom  bet, 
And  they  sang  so  sweet  in  yon  town, 

Good  faith  I  think  I  hear  them  yet ; 
Such  fun  in  Thompson's  voyage  to  Shields 

In  Jimmy  Johnson's  wherry  fine, 
Such  shaking  heels,  and  dancing  reels, 

When  sailing  on  the  coally  Tyne. 

Here's  thumping  luck,  &c. 

Amang  the  rest  in  yon  town, 

One  Shiels  was  fam'd  for  ready  wit, 
His  Lord  Size  half  drown'd  in  yon  town 

Good  faith  1  think  I  hear  it  yet ; 
Then  Mitford's  muse  is  seldom  wrong 

When  once  he  gives  the  jade  a  ca',  * 
And  Gilchrist,  too,  for  comic  song, 

Tho'  last,  he's  not  the  least  of  a'. 

Here's  thumping  luck,  6cq. 

May  the  sun  shine  bright  on  yon  town, 

May  its  trade  &  commerce  still  increase 
And  may  all  that  dwells  in  yon  town 

Be  blest  with  fond  domestic  peace  ; 
For  let  me  wander  east  or  west, 

North,  South,  or  even  o'er  the  sea, 
My  native  town  I'll  still  love  best— 

Newcastle  is  the  place  for  me! 

Here's  thumping  luck,  &c. 

W.  Watson. 
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THE  FRIAR  AND  THE  NUN. 

A  Midnight  Colloquy  of  the  Nun's  Field. 
Said  the  Ghost  of  a  Nun  to  a  Friar  Grey — 

M  Dear  brother,  what  changes  we've  seen  ! 
There's  here  to  be  built  a  new  market,  they  say, 

Which  was  once,  you  know,  our  bleaching 
green." 

Such  were  the  sounds  that  smote  on  my  ear, 
As  I  stray'd  in  the  Nun's  Field  one  night, 

And  1  sat  down  beneath  an  old  elm-tree  to  hear, 
Though  my  hair  stood  on  end  at  the  sight, 

8«  There's  nought,"  quoth  the  Friar, f*  but  heaps 

of  stones, 
Where  oft  I  have  stray'd  as  a  sinner  ; 
The  bell  that  once  warn'd  us  to  vespers  and 

nones, 

Now  warn's  Grainger's  workmen  to  dinner. 
Alack !  sister  Anne,  a  heritic  race, 

With  aprons  of  blue,  of  tartan — 
Ret  I  night  caps  for  hoods,  will  soon  take  our 
place — 

Hut  they  all  will  be  d  d  for  certain.'* 

1  Pear  brother,"  said  she,  "only  think  on  this 
spot, 

Where  our  portion  was  penance  and  stripes, 
Old  men  will  be  crying, 4  not  pies  here,  all  hot,' 

And  women, 6  black-puddings  and  tripes.' 
Wliere  we  walk'd  so  devoutly,  soon  those  who 
succeed  us, 

In  all  worldly  pride  will  soon  strut  on, 
Wliere  weutter'd  our  mournful  Aves and  Credos 

Will  hang  rounds  of  beef  and  fat  mutton." 
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.VI  !/  ailT  (IM/  >{A1H^  1 
u  Yes  sister,"  said  be, (f  where  we  chaunted  JTV? 
IJeum, 

And  sighed  our  prayers  to  the  breeze, 
Where  we  us'd  to  confess,  ere  long  will  we  st-o 

A  chaunting  loud  dime*  and  glees;  (Vo, 
The  ground  w  lie  re  we  stand  will  be  strew'd  soon 
with  buyers, 

Pursuing  their  ways  so  mistaken  ; 
Extinct  now  is  the  race  now  of  Holy  Friars, 

Save  those  who  are  Fryers  of  Bacon. 

In  spite  of  Sir  Andrf -w .these  sinful  elves 

Will  stil!  buy  and  sell  oh  a  Sunday  ; 
But  soon  they'll  be  wandering  ghosts  like  our- 

Sic  iratisii  gloria  muttdi.  '  [selv* j«j 

A  lowering  black  cloud,  most  dismal  to  see, 

Now  hid  the  soft  moon-beams  so  bright; 
And  1  rose  from  beneath  an  oUI  elm- tree, 

For  the  ghosts  had  vanish \i  from  sight. 

TOO         mo*  I!iw>S  ^>il 'loTaq^-jdaifll^ 


E  I  N  J  8  . 
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NEWCASTLE  SONGSTER 

LUCKEY'.S  DREAM. 

Tvm:—"Cailer  Fair*9' 

Tb   other  neet  aw  went  tS  bed. 

Being    eary  ^  V  \m\w  wark,  man  ; 
Aw  dreamt  ha  Billv    colt  was  deed- 
It's  euri  us  t    remark,  man 
Aw  hmrgfit  a    sa    h  s  bury  in"  fair, 
.And  k ne  \  the  comp  ny  a  s  man* 
For  a'  poor  Bill  vV  friends  wee  there, 
Ti  see  h  m  levelled  la  ,  man 

Blind  W  illie  si  uly  led  the  band, 
'As  beagle  on  the  way,  man  ; 

A  st  iff  he  carried  in  his  hand, 

■  nd  shoo    Ins  hend  se  ..rev  ,  man;  #?J| 

At  his .  reet  hand  was  i  nj>»>y  Jack, 
*  ith  Ids  hat  brim  se  broad,  man; 

And  on  his  left  was  liill  the  Blac^ 
Ti  lead  him  on  his  road,  man. 

Big  ik>b,  X  \\  and  other  two, 
That  leeves  upon  the  deed/man, 

They  here  his  corpse  before  the  orey 
xpeetin^  to  be  fee'd,  man, 

Mis  nyemsyek,  Euphy  Scott  was  ♦hfcrt»s 
H er  bunny' (4edi'<Jy r-tee,  ni#ri  ;•' 


4 


Distress**1,  thry  en*  ?1  this  In  j  py  fair, 
Ke  ma  r   e  \  ill  him  bee,  man 

Pold  Joeker  uasamang  them,  tee, 

Brave  (  tick  no  Jae-  and  a  ,  man  ; 
And  Hary  lorn  the  keelman's  son, 

And  bonny  Dolly  Kaw,  man  ; 
And  Bella  Roy  and  I  atie  Let, 

I  hey  cried  till  out  o  breath,  man ; 
For  sair  these  twosome  d-d  regret 

For  canny  Billy's  death,  mm. 

But  h  ingy  luickt  above  hem  a\ 

be  is  se  sma*  and  law,  man. 
And  Bobby  Knox,  the  Dog-bank  Ox, 

Was  sobbin'  T  the  thrang,  man  ; 
And  (  oiner,  wi  his  s*  11  and  shall, 

Was  squeakin'  li*e  a  bairn,  man, 
And  fcnae  nee  d  Mat,  that  druc  en  fyul, 

Like  a  monkey  he  hid  ^airn,  man. 

Tally4*o,  that  dirty  wretch, 
Wa»  then  the  next  1  saw,  roan  : 

And  Peggy  PoweH,  Step-atid-fetcb, 
Wat  haddin  up  her  jaw,  man, 

And  firae  the  Close  was  Bobby  Hash, 
W  if  his  greet  gob  se  wide,  man, 

Alang  ■  wi*  him  was  Push*Peg*Push9 


Anfi  roguish  Ralph,  an  !  bmy  %uee, 

That  lives  upon  their  prey,  man, 
Did  not  ne^leet,  but  did  pr«  toct 

heir  Jren'Js'up  •  the  •  •  y  man: 
And  Ji     n\  f  jdi)!»  .  drrs  o§  black, 

BehiiU  t!u  n  a1  '.  J  !r-  op,  n Vfi ; 
j  e  h.u  i  i  roa?  on  •:  >'  ? h   q  &-rkt 
hat  '•  eds   s  *T  *>r  s<  up,  m  iil 

N<k>,  when  they  gd't  him  tiv  his  gra^ 

He  then  began  to  shout,  man  ;- 
For  Biliy  heiiv  but  in  a  trance, 

Bi  ttm  time  cam  about,  man  ; 
Then  Joe  er9  *i  a  sandy  sty  en. 

The  coffin  split  vvi  speed,  mai'— 
They  a*  njoie'd  to  see  agyen* 

Poor  Bill  they  thou  lit  was  dead.,  111 

When  a*  his  friends  hat  round  him  sto 

Had  getiiV  him  put  ree%  man, 
Tbey  a9  went  tiv  the  Rob  n  Hood* 

i  o  spend  a  jovial  neet,  man  ; 
iNe  mair  for  Billy  they  did  weep, 

Brt  happy  they  did  seem,  man  ;  — 
Just  then  a  *  »va  en  d  fra  my  sleep, 

dnd  fand  it  was  a  dream,  man. 

JOCkER. 
Uae  ye  seen  my  Jocker, 
Hac  ye  seen  my  Jocker, 


I  lie  ye  seen  wy  Joc?;er, 
Comin'  up  the  Quay? 
Wiv  his  short  blue  jac  et, 
Wiv  his  short  blue  jacket. 

Wiv  his  short  bluejacket, 
And  h  s  ha--  a^ee 

[Spo\earJ    J/i?.—  \  !  lyyrka.  nuo,  at  clarty 

Nan,  tht*re  !-—*  bat's  she  wi^hgf  at  ? 

^%t7)!^'?i  5*  ;v*  sli#/  \^  What's  that 
ti  ye r  •  *  bat  is  sjw  siskin' ai !  <\h9  wcy,  noo! 
lev  aw  t'i  give  o'wer  sinirhr  for  ye  ?  Ah,  wey, 
noo!  there's  a  platteivfyered  hunter  for  ye  !— 

there's  a  sm^f  he>  ~hmn*  w  ~!  there's  ;\  pink 

ainang  the  piss- be*  Is  !     Ah,  ivey  %ti  ii$o  Ivwlv  •  . 

1       mair  uee.d  gnu  byetn, 
'and  get  th-n  dust  weshi  off  ye.    Ah,  wey,  nou — 
w fiat's  that  ! 

C)  maw  hinny,  Jocker\ 
O,  may  hinny  Joe  ei\ 
O,  ma*  hinny,  loe cer  • 

Joe  ers  he  lad  for  me! 
Jocker  wfff  $  keelman, 
Joeker  was  a  keelman, 
Joe  er  was  a  eelman, 

When  he  folio w  d  me. 

|"^pok<3h]    Bur  he^Vxahe'fl 
hiut,  a\e  !— (or 

He's  a  porter- poke  man, 
He  s  a  poner-pokeman, 


He's  a  porter-poVeman* 
IVorkio*  on  the  Kee* 

[Spoken.*)    »/W*.™         Jin— ye  seen 
owt  o*  wor  Jo<»k*r  dooii  the  K^e.  there  ? 

Jin>—\\t*.  ii'p  »A w  him  ami  Hairy  Toifi  just 
gars  into  flit*  L  »w  Ct'Httft  *here.  v 

Voo,  rail  trie  a  r!?»rfv  (V«  and  a*'U 
plaister  y'ar  o-ob  wi  elarte.  Ah,  w*'y«  hob !  i*he 
are  ye  eaihu'  a  ciariy  fV  ? 

JV*&\».— A  bliss  us  a',  jjj'i,  what  are  ye  fgettb' 
isitiv  a  rage  about?  Wey9  cthinT  ye  ax, use  if 
a\v*d  sf-'pn  owl  o'  Jorkrr  down  the  Key,  there, 
and  an-  ?t  !d  ye  the  truth,  and  ye  waihfl  believe 
me. 

jYnn. — *Vey,  is  he  there  ? 
Jin* — Ti  he  sure  he  is. 
Nan.—  Wey,aw*II  sit  down  here  till  he  comes 
out— then— 

O,  maw  hinny  Jocker,  &c. 

Jocker  was  a  rover, 
Jocker  was  a  rover, 
Jocker  was  a  rover, 

V\  hen  he  courted  me : 
But,  noo,  his  tricks  are  over, 
But,  noo,  his  tricks  ^re  over, 
But  noo,  lii s  tricks  are  over, 

He  takes  me  on  his  knee. 

[Spoken  j  Aiin,— A  !  here  he's  comii/ ;  h«re 


v*  sii&w  j^weS  'Vomiti*  ;~~foirie  into  my  airms,  - 
maw  incle  dumplin'.  mn\  give  is  a  kis*!  Where  \ 
b«e  ye  b«e:s 9  aw  been  iu?kin  for  ye  all  ower  ? 

Jockerj—  Where  li>*e  aw   been!— aw've  been  : 
walk  in9  up  ami  duwi?  the  K*  y  here.    U  here 
bae  ye  been?-— aw  think  }e've  been  i'  the  Sun. 

A?!//.— W.eyv:uitfW  jewel,  avrVe  jtsst  been  i* 
the  'Custom-house,  gettiii9  a  gla*$,  anil  awfve 
cn;.fli*d  down  the  Key  t»>  week  \e,  to  gmiit  liyein 
tegither.  Assa.  Joeker,  liiveut  he  *e  far  off  if, 
as  ye  did  last  neet.for  when  aw  wakea'd  aw  was 
a*  starving  p*  crnsd. 

0,  maw  hinny  Jockerf  &c. 

DRUCKEN  BELL  X  ROY,  O  ! 

'F cnk— "  Duncan  M'tall  i  ham." 
When  Bella's  cdmiu  heym  at  neet, 
'And  as  she  s  vtalk.mg  ckn*n  the  street, 
The  bairns  cries  out,  *  he  pawn  d  the 

sheet, 

Wey  druc  en  Bella  Roy,  O ; 

Then  steynstoth  m  pans  rattan',  ratlin*, 
They  set  off  a  gallopin9,  gailopin  \ 
Lega  an*  arms  gans  wallo'pin',    allopin  , 
For  fear  o  Bella  Hoy.  (ft  ! 

Now  %hen  she  gam  through  the  chares, 
The  bairns. begins,  and  shouts  and  blairs, 
And,  cries,  as  she  gans  up  the  stairs, 

IV  here's  druc  en  Bella  Roy,  O ! 
Then  styis.  Ate 


Noir  if  she's  had  a  sup  af  beer, 
She  sets  ti  *  ark  ti  curse  and  $  etr; 
And  myeks  them  run  away  for  fear9 
*  ra  drucken  Bella  Roy,  O ! 

Then  sty  ens*  tec. 

Believe  me,  frinds,  these  ar*  her  words- 
She  says,  got  hyem,  ye  w  —~ — ,s  birds 
Else  awl  bray  ye  as  flat  as  t— — s, 
Cries  drucken  Hella  Roy,  O! 

Then  s  eyns,  &e. 

She  savs,  ye  have  a  w  - — e  at  hyem 
And  if  yell  not  let  me  atyen, 
Maw  fa.th,  awll  brea  ;  your  rumple  byen 
Says  drucfetm  Belh  Roy,  O ! 

Then  steyns,  &e« 

She  11  mye  the  place  like  thunner  ring, 
And  do  n  the  stairs  her  thin  r  s  will  fling. 
And  cry,  tie  o  it,  yor  —  thin^, 
Cries 'drucketi  Bella "iioy,  O! 

i  hens  eyns,  &c. 

Then  in  the  house  she  si  s  and  chats, 
The  bairns  hen  hits  her   oor  such  bats, 
She  cal  s  hem  a  the  ht-lish  ca's, 

Dis  drucken  Bella  Roy,  •  > ! 

Then  steyns,  &c. 
Fal  1*1  Wt  Ice, 


Itt 

Sb@  shouts  until  she  hurts  her  head, 
And  then  she's  first  to  yan  ti  bed, 
\\  Inch  is  a  piece  of  s  raw  down  spread, 
For  drueken  Bella  koy,  O  ! 

Fal,  lal,  lal,  &c. 

THE  SKIPPER'S  WEDDING. 

Nfigbbours,  I'm  nune  for  to  tell  ye. 

Our  Skipper  anil  MailV  fo  he  wed  ; 
Ash!  if  ir  be  true  what  they  fire  saying, 

EuaH.  we'll  be  all  rare!}  fed  ! 
They've  brought  home  a  shoulder  of  mutton, 

Boides  f w»  tine  thumpino-  tat  geese, 
A  lit!  when  at  the  fire  they're  roasting', 

IV e're  all  to  have  sop*  in  the  grease. 

Blind  Ws  ly's  to  play  on  the  fiddle. 

And  there  Will  he  pies  and  spire  dumplings, 

And  there  wiU  he  ha«  on  and  pease; 
Besides  a  or  till  lump  of  beet  boiled, 

And  they  may  gel t  rrow dies  who  please. 
To  eat  uf such  g'**od  things  as  these  are, 

l,m  sure  you've  but  seldom  the  luck; 
Besides  for  to  snake  us  *oiue  pottage, 

Tbete'I*  be  a  cheep's  (teul  and  a  pusek. 

Blind  Willj'b  to  play  on  the  fiddle, 

Of  s» usages  there  will  Ik.*  plenty, 

Black  puddm^*  sheep  fat,  and  neats*  trip**; 
Bes'des,  for  to  warm  aH  nor  hom^ 

Great  store  hi  tobacco  <ti\Q  pipe.?*: 
A  room,  they- say%  there" i^'  provjoetl 

¥m  m  atilie  Old  Jacob**  Well; 


.1 

llie  bridegroom  h§  we.  if  there,  tl? morning, 
Am!  spoke  for  a  bam  !  o'  yell. 

Blind  Willy'*  to  play  on  the  fiddle. 


Why  there  will  be  Peter  the  hangman, 

Who  fl»i£s  the  folks  at  the  ear!  tail  ; 
And  Bob  with  his  new  sark  anil  ruffle, 

Made  out  of  an  old  keel  sail  ! 
And  Tib  on  the  Quay,  who  sells  oysters, 

Whose  mother  oft  strove  tn  persuade 
Her  to  keep  from  the  lads,  bus  she  wouldn't, 

Until  she  got  by  them  hetiay'd*. 

Blind  Willy's  to  play  on  the  fiddle. 


And  there  will  he  Sandy  the  eohbler, 

Who's  be  I !  v  '*  as  round  as  a  k  *>  ; 
Anil  Doll,  with  her  short  petticoats, 

lo  display  her  vdirte  stork  4n<»s  and  leg« : 
And  Sail,  w  ho  \t  hen  sm  g  in  a  corner, 

A  sixpence,  th?y  say,  woti't  refuse ; 
She  curs'd  when  her  father  wasdrown'd, 

Because'  he  had  on  his  new  shoes. 

Blind  Willy's  to  play  on  vim  fiddle, 


Ami  there  will  be  ^arn  the  quark  doctor, 

Of  skill  and  profession  he'lf  crack  | 
And  Jack,  who  would  fain  be  a  soldier, 

But  for  a  gre-it  hump  on  his  bark  t 
And  Tom  in  the  streets,  f»*.r  his  living?. 

Who  grinds  razors,  scissors,  and  knives  ; 
And  two  or  three  merry  old  women. 

That  rails*  Mugs  and  doublets,  wives  J" 
Blind  WdjyV  to  play  on  the  fiddle 


Put  neighbour*,  !M  almost  forgot, 

For  to  u>il  ye- — exactly  at  one 
The  c! inner  will  he  on  the  table, 

And  music  will  jil  sv  till  it's  done: 
When  you  will  be  all  heartily  welcome, 

Of  this  merry  feast  for  to  share  : 
But  if  von  won't  rome  at  *his  bidding*. 

Why  then— vou  may  stay  where  von  ate. 
Blmd*  Willy's  to  play  on  the  fiddle 

NEWCASTLE  FAIR. 

Ha*  ye  been  at  Newcastle  F»ir, 

And  did  ye  seeou*e  o*  great  Sandy  ? 
Lord  bliss  us  !  what  wark  there  was  there  ; 

And  the  folks  wer*  drinking  of  brandy. 
Brandy  a  shilling  a  glass  f 

Aw  star'd.  and  thouuht.it  wag  shameful  ; 
Nevet  uiind,  says  aw,  canny  lass, 

Give  us  yell,  and  aw'll  drink  my  wame  fulL 
Rum  te  fdtly,  &c, 

S>»?s  she,  canny  man,  the  yeH*s  cawd  ; 

It  comes  frey  a  mai»  they  caw  IVWkey, 
A»d  by  my  faith  it's  byeth  sour  and  awd ; 

Ye'd  best  h  ive  a  drop  o*  wor  jackey. 
Your  jack-  y.  says  aw—now  what's  that? 

Aw  ne%  r  heard  the  neatue  o'  sic  liquor, 
English  liil,  canny  man.  thatV  fl. 

And  then  she  net  up  a  great  tucker 
Rum  te  idily,  ike. 

Says  aw,  divervf-laiigb  at  poor  fiiiks, 

few*  g&ag  hud  bsieg  mmim  o*  ywr  jnckty  % 


Aw  w*nt  neane  o* j^hea    joke* : 

1*  tin*  ntt it  ism*  aw'll  tyek  a  bit  bark). 

I  just  f  uke  a  chow  o*  pig-tad. 

She  brought  m  this  j  ukey  *e  funny  ; 

Say*  she,  air,  that'*  better  than  ale, 
And  held  out  her  hand  for  the  niony. 
Rum  te  idity,  Ac. 

I  here's  threepence  to  pay  if  you  please  : 

Aw  star'd  an*  aw  gy#  p*d  like  a  ninny  : 
Od  smash  thee!  aw'll  sit  at  maw  i>asef 

An*  not  stair  till  aw*yc  spent  a  half  guinea. 
Aw  «at  an*  aw  drank  till  quite  blind. 

Then  aw  gat  up  to  gang  t  »  the  door. 
Hut  deil  smash  a  door  could  aw  find. 

An*  fell  flat  o*  maw  fyeas  on  the  floor 
Rum  te  idily,  &c. 

There  aw  lay  for  ever  we  lang", 

And  dreamt  about  rivers  and  ditch**; 
When  waken'd  was  singing  this  saiijL:—— 

4 Smash!  jackey  thou*s«et  aw  my  briecbe*/ 
An*  faiih!  but  the  ring  it  was  true. 

For  jackey  had  been  s*»  prevailing, 
He'd  whistled  himself  quickly  through, 

And  the  chair*  and  the  tables  were  sailing. 
Rum  te  idily,  &c. 

'Then  rising.au  went  maw  ways  hycm. 

Aw  kno*  k*d  at  the  door,  and  cri'd  Jenny  f 
Says  #lie,  canny  man,  lyem, 

Or  bp*  n  wading:  in  Tyn^,  mjtw  hiiuiy? 
V  troth*  *fo  was  lite  for  lit  ib  t% 

An*  just  by  tbv        \v  relieve  bei>*~ 


it' 


The  wajer'a?  h:rv..  ihroligh  m<\ 

A is'  f     j 'M'key\s  •  *  tr  fj  dece^ei* 

|e  Hilly,  &C. 

If  e'er  aw  drink  j nekey  <*#aj?i, 

May  the  bitch  of  a  Imss,  maw  adviser, 

Lowp  alive  down  maw  throat,  with  a  steyn, 
As  big  as  a  put verier. 

Hum  n  idi!\ ,  &e. 

THE  Jr.NNY  HOOI  ET; 

Otf,  LIZZIE  MUDIE'S  GHOST. 

fin  ,e  since  a  skipp'  r  wa.*«rawn  i%  his  kt el, 
f  i  is  heart  like  a  lion,  hi*  tyre  ikt  the  <ie?l  ; 
He  was1  steering  his-sel,     be  had  off  siuiu  before, 
W  hen  at  «uM  Lizzie  Mndd-.eV  hi*  keel  ran  ashore 
Fa!  de  ral  la.  &c. 

The  skipper  was  vexl  when  his  keel  gat  ashore, 
80  for  G*or«ly  and  Pee  :  ee  he  louoiy  did  roar; 
They  lower'd  the  sail— but  it  a9  waikient  dee, 
Sae  he click'd  up  a  eo,J,  and  ruaist  tcITd  the 
Fee  Dee. 

In  the  mhist  of  their  trouble,  not  knawn  what 
to  do  £lhm ! 

A  voire  fmm  the  shore  gravely  cried  out,  Heo! 
How  now,  Mister  Hon  lloo  !  is  thoa  myekiii  Tun 
Or  m  this  the  first  keel  that  thou  e'ertaw  agrutif 

Agyen  it.  cried,  *  Hon!  floo  V  the  skipper  he 

stamp  t. 

Arid  sung  out  for  Gwrtly  to  heave?  out  the  plank; 


if 


*  AwMI  I  um  Hoo  thou,  !!?oo 
cu in- ashore  !* 


Wife*  aw 


Wiv  a  coal  in  each  hand,  a&hore  then  he  went, 
To  kill  M :ster  Hoo  Hoo  it.  was  bis  infant: 
But  when  he  gat  there,  (>  what  hk  surprise  \ 
When  ba< k  he  cam  running—*  O  Geordy  !  lie 
cries, 

*  Wey,  whe  dis  thou  think  has  been  inyekin  thig 
*»an»  ?  [nyein  ? 

Aw'll  la j  thou  my  wallet  f hoii 'I I  not  gut>s 
4  It  »  the  ghost  ofau'd  L «zzie!'— 4  O  rib,  no,  thou 
fool,  It 

fs  nae  ghost  at  all,  hut— an  au'd  .Jenny  Uoofe  ! ?9 


THE  BONNY  CLOCK  FYECE. 

Tu&e— "  role  Hole:' 

O  dick,  what's  kept  ye  a'  this  time, 

Aw've  fretted  sare  about  \e; 
Aw  thought  that  yeM  fa'n  in  trie  Tyne, 

I  hen  i%  hat  wad  aw  duns  without  ye. 
Of  hinny,  l)»»'!v,s«f  lb*«  down. 
And  heie  the  new*  nw\e  brought  Ira  toon, 
'j  he  Newc»feseli  folks  hes  eatch'd  a  meun, 

Ano  toyed  it  a  bonny  clock-fyeee. 

J  ban  kimws  fci.  Nirhohttt'  Church,  maw  pet, 

Where  *e  were  ueoVtJ^ithei  — 
T  hat  place,  aw  kttaw,  thoti'll  not  forget, 

¥mget  it  aw  will  UOTcn 


*  T*r%%  t*-er*,  then  jewel,  aw  *aw  the  *»*e*t. 

As  aw  ram  Ntag-gering  through  the  Mrwtf 
Aw  thought  it  queer,  at  pick  dark  neet, 
Ti  see  a  fi*ry  clock -fycce. 


Tli*  folk  they  stood  in  flocks  about— 
Aw  cried,  how  !  what'f  the  matter; 

Aw  glower'd™ at  Iat<t  aw  «riv  a  shout, 

For  them  to  fetch  some  water. 
The  church  in  afire,  and  very  suen. 
That  bunny  place  will  bp  brunt  down; 
Ye  fuel,  *ays  a  chep,  its  a  bonny  tneun 

They've  cateh'd,  and  myed  it  a  clock.fyrc*. 


On  Monday,  when  aw  fan  to  wark, 

A  %>  pii  eurelj  tell  our  banksman, 
If  we  had  such  a  bet  at  dark, 

We  never  wad  break  our  thanks  man. 
Maw  marrows  and  aw9  jjan  to  the  toon, 
Ti  wee  if  we  can  catch  a  mucn— ■ 
If  we  can  only  coax  one  doon% 

We'll  nr  ekt  a  bonny  clock  fyece. 


Then  if  we  j?ot  it  down  the  pit, 

We'll  bed  fituck  on  a  pole,  man  ; 
'Twdl  fell  ti*  boo  wor  t  ine  $jan*  on, 

Likewise  to  hew  wor  coal,  man. 
So  now,  maw  pet,  let\t  igfaiig  ti  bed. 
And  not  forget  the  neet  we  wor  wed, 
Ti  morn  we'll  Ml  wor  uucK  Nedf 
About  lb*  fcotmy  ciock^fjtc* 
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THE  MUSIC  HAI  1 * 

Old  bards  have  mng  how  they  could 

(  )f  pieces  that's  reno  %  n'd,  [boas*- 
Fcjj  bloody  battles  ■  on  and  lost 

•ind  royal  monarch*  cr^n'fi ; 
Bui  all  those  deeds  this  place  exceeds, 

They  in  the  shade  must  fail, 
Some  have  declar  d9  if  bu  cnnpir  d 

T6  <w  fam'd  uusic  tiall. 

Her  zealots  join  in  warm  bebate, 

nd  for  heir  rights  contend, 
i  ere  Lark-wing  spouts  on  church  and 

His  popery -to. -defend*.  [state 
With  bigot  zeal,  his  country's  ueal 

He  vows  to  have  at  heart, 
Yet  'tis  well  Jm.mn,  throu,hou!  the 

He  plays  a  knavish  part.         [to  n* 

No*,  from  Hibernia  s  fertile  shore, 
I  he  thund  ring  champion  comes, 

His  country's  wra ugs  tor  t  >  deplore. 
With  trumpets,  I  ife%  and  drums; 

He  tells  them  too,  he  h  most  rue, 
Their  firm,  unshaken  friend. 

While  life  shall  last,  he     ill  stand  fast, 
%nd  all  t  eir  rights  defend 

Then  champions  of  another  grade — 
1  mean  ot  fistic  lure— 


I 

Deaf  Bnrk,  the  bouncing  gasconade, 
Struts  o'er  the  spacious  floor, 

Who,  with  great  art,  performs  his  part, 
In  teaching  self-  k  fence  ; 

Yet  plain  I  saw  he  meant  to  draw 
Fools"  si  fillings,  pounds,  and  pence. 

Next  comes  a  man  of  fan  les  ne»v, 

Of  words,  and  moons,  and  stars, 
Who  said,  Sir  Isaac  never  knew 

The  Fieades  from  Mars;  [towr 
he  folks  thron&M  round  from  all  the 

And  some  pronounced  him  clever, 
Yet  I've  been  told,  both  young  a  id  old 

Return  ci  as  wise  as  ever. 

A  polio,  too,  his  court  he  keeps, 

With  sirens  in  his  train, 
Kaeh  trembling  note  of  music  sleeps 

Transport  through  every  vein, 
When  Orpheus  p!  *y  d  within  the  shade 

He  raa*ie  the  woods  resound, 
The  listening  beast  forsook  the  mead, 

And  stood  like  statues  round, 

fcl  htu^t  iff     ml        fUd&Vtd  «*iid7/  I 
A  graver  scene  rav  muse  his  caught, 

VV  here  sages  ui  a  row, 

Men,  by  the  Holy  Spirit  taught 

The  gospel  truths  t*  avow  : 


10 

Those  who  have  trod  to  serve  their  God* 

The  shores  of  foreign  land. 
At  his  command  now  bnldiv  stand 

T"  implore  a  helping  hand* 

And  not  unfrequent,  as  we  stray 

f  his  wondrous  place  to  see. 
We  find  it  filFd  *rh  ladies  gay, 

To  take  a  eup  of  tea; 
And  many  a  gear,  who  h  content 

With  such  domestic  fare, 
Have  often  sar  in  social  chat. 

And  joind  in  many  a  prayer. 

Of  many  more  there  is  one  class, 

Wh:ch  merits  some  attention, 
Not  Bacchanalians,  alas ! 

For  §u eh  I  would  not  mention--? 
But  men  of  brains,  the  smell  of  grains 

would  stride    ith  detestation, 
Who  d    eep  us  dry,  and  thus  decry 

ill  liquors  in  the  nation, 

Nay,  come  what  will  of  good  or  ill, 

Just  only  r$&ke  a  tnal> 
,  If  you  the  owner's  pockets  (ill, 

You  11  meet  with  no  denial ; 
And  men,  I  hear,  from  far  and  near, 

Have  given  attestation. 
So  strong  a  place  they  cannot  trace 

In  any  other  natkn. 


is 

WRECKING  roN  H?R?NG. 

Oh  lads  and  losses,  Mtherci«me 

o     n*c  imrton  ifn  se*»  fiift 
n  min    ye  »rn     v  *»r    uwiay  shoofi 
f  h^re  II  h  r*r        •       P        r»  * 
\n  lasses  Ho       if  ^*>ti  Hf; 
Br?  ii  4  poc  i  ^  -        fi    v  £- 
i  e'l!  ..e  them  er  -  urn  H    i  sn.my  a 
Ut  pepper  **yek  an'  scranehihrt,  0. 

An*  Bess  put  on  that  bonny  eo«rn9 
I  h y  mother  bought  hee  at  the  town ; 
That  straw-ha  wi  the  ribbons  brown. 

They  II  a'  be  buss  d  that's  coming,  < ! 
Put  that  red  ribbon  round  thy  waist, 
It  myevS  hou  lui   sae  full  o  grace 
Then  up  the  lonnen  come  in  has  e, 

1  hey  11  think  thou's  frae  Lunnen,  0 

Ned  put  on  his  Sunday's  coat, 

His  hat  and  breeches  cost  a  note, 

VI  if  h  a  ne  v  siiffiner  round  his  throat, 

He  lui  *t  die  very  dady.  : 
He  thought  that  he  «as*aun  to  ch  »m 
i  or  hed  to  gyep  before  he  spu  e; 
He  met  Bess  at  ihe  Royal 

I  hey  had  baith  yell  and  brandy,  C 

Each  lad  mas  there  with  his  s  eethear  , 
Ami    was  ready  tor  a  atari. 


if 

When  in  com  Jac    %v-f  \inny  ~mart, 

n  br  11  h  a  lutrry  seraper  ; 
then  Ned  jump  up  upon  h  s  feet, 
>n  on  the  table  made  a  leet ; 
"I  hen  bouncd  he  tidier  up  a  heetf 
Hay in  ,  play  an     e    ill  caper,  U. 

Now  Ned  and  Bess  led  off  the  ball, 
•Play  smash  the  windows,  he  did  call, 
eep  in  your  feet,  says  Hitchy  Mall, 
Le$rn  d  danctTt  hae  sic  prays  in.;,  ; 
ow  Ned  u as  norther  laith  nor  lyem, 
n  faith  he  had  baith  bouk  an'  by  en, 
v  e  *  ad  bought  b.is  feet-wasmyedo'styen. 
He  gav  sic  thud*  w'f  dancing,  O 

No    Jackey  li  -anny's  hand  did  seize, 
Cry-d,  iddler,tune  jourr  rings  o  please, 
I  lay, r  kiss  her  weel  amang  the  trees/ 

She  is  my  darinc,  bliss  her,  O  ! 
Then  off*  they  set,  wi'  sic  a  smae<£, 
I  hey  rayed  the  jois  i  a'  bend  and  crack; 
W  hen  duin  he  uik  her  round  the  nee  { 

Ail9  faith  he  d?dn't  miss  her,  O. 

'Hie  fiddler's  elbow  wagg'd  a%  neet. 
He  thought  he  wad  dropped  off  his  feet, 
For  dell  a  bit  they  let  him  eat, 

They  were  so  *  een  o'  dancing,  IX 
Aomm  had  to  strip  their  coato  ibr  heet, 


a* 

An*  shirts  an'  shifts  were  wet  wi*  sweet  ! 
They  era  mm  clrheir  guts,  for  gan  'meat 
vY  i  gingerbread  and  scraiish  m,  14 

Now  eocks  had  crawn  an  hour  or  more. 
An'  owre  the  yell-pot  some  did  snore ; 
But  how  they  Iuikt  to  hear  the  roar 

Of  Via%  the  king-pit  caller  O  ! 
Smash  him,  says  Ne**,  he  mutt  he  rang 
He's  callin'  through  his  sleep,  aw  s  war  n, 
i  hen  shouting  to  he  door  he  ran  — 

Thou  s  asleep,  thou  rousty  hauler,  O! 

Now  they  danc  d  a  yen  till  it  ^  as  day, 
And  then  went  hyem«~  but,  by  the  nay, 
Some  of  them  had  rare  fun  they  say, 

And  land  it  nine  m  »n  hs  after,  * ) ; 
Such  trie  s  are  play  d  by  heedless  \  outh, 
And  tho  they  re  common, north an'south, 
*i  hat  s  ne  excuse  for  breach  or  rmh. 

Nor  food  f  r    it  and  laughter,  % 

Suen  Wreck  ington  will  bear  the  8"  ay 
Two  members  hey  11  put  in,  they  say, 
Then  wor  raxes   ill  be  duen  a  way, 

•An"  11  aw  sing  now  or  never,  O  ffimfi 
Bac^  ey  m ;  tea  v  ill  be  se  cheap,  i  *|f  i 

\\  ives  vviH  sit  up  vyhen  they  sud  sleep, 
And  w^fU  float  in  yell  at  war  pay-^ee ni 

~i  hen  Wrecking  ton  for  ever,  O  ! 


BILLY  OLIVER'S  RAMBLE 


BKTWEEK  BfcN'W&i.L  AND  Nl  ^CASTLR 

My  nyem  rs  Billy  Oliver, 

Iv  i-en-vk-ell  to  u  a  duel); 
An*  aw's  a  diver  ehep,  aw's  shore, 

Tho*  an  de  say9i  myself. 
Sic  an  a  diver  ehep  am  aw,  am  a# 

Sic  an  a  ciiver  ehep  am  aw 

There's  not  a  lad  iv  a'  wur  war  9 

Can  put  or  hew  wt  me; 
Nor  not  a  lad  iv  Ben u  ell  townf 

"Can  coax  the  lasses  see 

Sic  an  a  ciiver  ehep  am  aw. 

When  aw  gans  tiv  Xe  cassel  to  *  n 

Aw  myeks  mysel'  sae  fine  ; 
Wur  tieybors  stand  and  stare  at  me: 

An"  says,  *  Eh  !  what  a  shine  !* 

ican  a  chver  ehep  am  aw- 

An'  then  aw  walks  wi*  sic  an  air, 

That,  if  the  folks  hev  eyes 
They  a  wis  think  it's  some  great  man, 

That  s  cum  in  i  disguise 

^ic  an  a  ciiver  ehep  am  aw. 

An*  when  aw  g  ns  do*  n  •  estgate-street 
i    An'  alaug  'biv  Den  ton-chare, 


at 


Aw    hussels  a'  the  v  ays  aw  gans, 
To  my  6*  the  people  s  are* 

Sic  an  a  cliver  chep  am  aw. 

An*  then  aw  gans  intiv  the  Cock, 

I'as  for  a  p  nt  o'  beer; 
>n*  •>*  hen  the  lasses  cuius  in  *id? 

%w  a  wis  says  Maw  dear  ! 

Sic  an  a  cliver  chep  am  aw. 

An*  when  aw  gets  a  pint  oJ  beer, 

4w  a'vv  s  sings  a  sang; 
For  aw  ve  a  nice  yen  aw  can  sing, 

Six  an*  thorty  "vairses  hang 

*ic  an  a  cliver  chep  am  aw 

An*  if  the  fol  s  that  s  i'  the  house, 
(  ry, *  Hand  yor  tongue  ye  cull  V 
w*s  aure  to  hev  a  fi  ht    i5  thern, 
For  fwi  as  Strang  a*  ony  bull. 

^ic  an  a  cliver  thep  am  a*'. 

An'  when  aw  ve  had  a  fight  or  t^ee, 

An'  fairly  useless  grown  ; 
aw  b®ek>  as  drunk  as  aw  tan  be, 
o  canny  Benweii  to  n 

sic  an  a  cliver  chep  am  aw. 


